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HER GUEST 


Juniors are the nicest people. For 
instance, one evening we were skating. 

Evelyn had invited a friend—let’s call 
her Marjorie—to come and skate with her. 

As soon as they arrived at the gymnasium 
they went to the man in the office and 
rented two pairs of skates. 

But almost as soon as they put them on 
they knew something was wrong. A wheel 
on one of Marjorie’s skates was stuck. 

They didn’t like to complain, and de- 
cided to make the best of it. They went 
around the floor several times, Marjorie 
constantly pushing that reluctant wheel. 

And then, just as they were coming 
around the end of the gymnasium floor, 
the stiff wheel came off and rolled away. 








At once someone came running to me, 
shouting, “Marjorie’s wheel came off.” 

I had seen it happen, and told the per- 
son to get the wheel, while I went to find 
the nut that was supposed to hold the 
wheel on. 

I had put on many wheels before, and 
was sure this wouldn’t take much time. But 
I soon discovered that this wheel had more 
wrong with it than usual. 

“Just a minute,” I told the girls. “I'll 
ask the man in the office to help us.” pa 

The man in the office was just as sure as 
I had been that he could repair the wheel— 
but five minutes later he shook his head. 
“No good,” he said. “I don’t have the right 
tools.” 

Poor Marjorie looked so sad I decided 
I’d work on the wheel some more. I took 
it off and put it on and then took it off 
and put it on again. But it was no use. 
That wheel could not be fixed. 

“I’m so sorry,” I said to Marjorie. “There 
is nothing more we can do. Why don’t you 
ask the man to give you another pair?” 

“We already have,” said Evelyn. 

“And he says there aren’t any my size 
left,” added Marjorie. 

It was too bad, really, for the girls had 
skated only a few minutes, and there was 
more than an hour left before their par- 
ents would come. 

I had to leave then to help someone else, 
and I wondered what the girls would do 
with the rest of the time. Would Evelyn 
skate by herself and leave Marjorie sitting 
alone? 

Not at all! It was some minutes before 
I saw the girls again. What was my surprise 
to see both of them sitting down, and both 
had their skates off! 

“Evelyn,” I exclaimed. ““How come you 
took your skates off?” 

“Oh,” she said. “Marjorie’s my guest, so 
I’m keeping her company.” And for the 
rest of the evening Evelyn didn’t skate 
again, even though she might have. She 
stayed right beside her guest, so 


she 
shouldn’t be sad because her skate had & & 


broken. 
I thought it was one of the nicest things 
I had seen in a long time. 


Your friend, 


REortence Wlazosel 








CHASING THE 





FIRE ENGINES 


By GENEVIEVE C. JOHNS 


or fire whistle blew just after Mrs. Smart 
had gone into the house to visit Mother. 
Instantly Gary and Walter called through 
the screen door, “We're going to see the 
fire!” 

Just two days before this Gary had 
bought Walter's old bicycle and Walter had 
taken that money, plus some of his own, 
and had bought himself a new bike. 

And a week ago, while Walter was 


riding in the neighborhood by himself, he 
had gone right past a burning house. He 
had come home with such a big story to 
tell that Gary wanted to see a fire too. So 
now both boys were on their bikes and off 

before Mother had time to say Yes or No. 
Time went on and Mother mentioned to 
Mrs. Smart that the boys should be home 
before this. Then, just as Mrs. Smart was 
To page 19 


Mother looked out the window and saw Gary walking home with one shoe gone and his bicycle smashed. 
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He called himself 





E CALLED himself the king of the 
gypsies, and from the looks of him, he 
probably was. He curled his bushy mustache 
in shiny points beside his nose, and he wore 
bright and flashy clothing. 

And when he swaggered into the local 
drinking house, he would stick his knife 
into the counter, lean back, and roar, “I’m 
the king of the gypsies! Bring me a glassful 
of rum!” 

He would laugh and joke in that rowdy 
place for hours, then stagger home and 
beat his wife unmercifully, as drunkards 
often do. 

When he was sober his wife would plead 
with him to stop his drinking, but he always 
claimed it was nothing to worry about and 
she shouldn’t bother him. 

But after a while her pleadings had some 
effect. He decided for her sake he would 
stop. But when he tried to, he couldn't. 

“Tll have to have help,” he told her one 
day. “Where can I get it?” 

“At the church, of course, if you would 
go,” said she. 

So to the church he went. Of course, it 
wasn’t the Seventh-day Adventist church. 
He didn’t even know there was such a 
church. He went to the big church in the 
center of town that everyone else went to, 
where his wife was a member. 

He listened to the services. He watched 


all that went on. It was colorful and im- 
pressive. But when he left he did not feel 
that he had any more strength to resist his 
temptation. Finally he said to his wife, 
“That church isn’t doing me any good. 
You'll have to find me another one to go to, 
or I'll go right on with my drinking.” 

Presently she found another church. It 
was smaller, but good-looking, and she 
suggested he go there. 

And go there he did. The services were 
different from the ones in the big church. 
But still he didn’t find the help he needed. 

“Wife,” he said one night, “it’s no good. 
There is no help for me in the churches. 
I’m going to go back to the saloon.” 

“Please don’t do that,” she pleaded. “Look, 
dear. I’ve heard of a little church run by 
some people called Seventh-day Advent- 
ists 





“Who are they?” 

“I don’t know. I’ve just been told they 
are good people, and that they can help 
folks with bad habits get victory. Perhaps 
if you go to them, they will help you.” 

“Well, where’s their church?” 

She told him. 

“Out there?” he gasped. “Why, that’s far 
out on the edge of town! Surely no good 
church would be way out there!” 

“I know it’s not in a very good place,” 
she said, “but why don’t you try it anyway? 
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If they don’t help you, it won’t have been 
much time lost. And if they do help you, 
we'll all be happier.” 

So, with a grunt of disbelief, he set out 
to find the Adventist church. It was not a 
very good-looking building. Compared to 
the big church he went to the first time, it 
wasn’t much of a building at all. It didn’t 
seem there would be any use even going 
inside. But having spent so long getting 
there, he figured he might as well go on in 
eo: see what the people had to offer. 

He took a seat near the back, and watched 
skeptically as the service proceeded. But 
the more he heard, the better he liked it. 

And when he went home he told his wife 
he was going back again. 

Back again he went, until, in that humble 
little church, he found Jesus. 

A change came into his life, as it always 
does when we give ourselves to Christ. 

His drinking stopped, his bad language 
stopped, and he stopped beating his wife. 
He became a member of the Seventh-day 
Adventist church, and attended regularly. 

And then a most unexpected thing 


happened. His wife began 
to find fault with him for 
doing what she had told 
him to do! 

“You shouldn’t go to that 
Adventist church,” she 
would say. “You never come to my church 
any more. You used to go with me often 
and now you don’t go at all, and the other 
ladies are criticizing me for letting you go 
to that queer little Advent church.” 

She didn’t talk about it once or twice. 
She kept it up, week after week and month 
after month. 

“Don’t you love me any more?” she 
would weep. “Why do you go to that poor 
little church? Why don’t you come to mine? 
You know it’s the only true church. You 
know you can’t be saved if you believe the 
way the Adventists do.” 

It would have been bad enough if she 
had just nagged him. But she began to do 
other things, too, to make his life miserable. 

And anytime he asked her to come to 
the Seventh-day Adventist church with him, 


To page 19 





The man stuck his knife in the counter and roared, “I’m the king of the gypsies! Bring me some rum!” 











THE DAY THE WIND CHANGED 


By IVY R. DOHERTY 


[7 WAS going to be a bad day. Alice 
knew it even before she was properly 
awake. 

She tried to figure out what made her 
feel that way. The little black mosquitoes 
were darting about her face, but she knew 
that wasn’t the trouble. 

Ten million cicadas were calling their 
noisy “yanger, yanger, yanger” outside, but 
that wasn’t what was bothering her. 

But something was, and she couldn’t stay 
in bed another minute. She jumped out and 
ran to the window. The sun hadn’t come up, 
but she knew at once what the trouble was. 
It was the worst thing that could possibly 
happen. 

Hot breaths of dry wind were licking her 
face like the tongues of famished dogs. A 
northwesterly was blowing! You didn’t 
ever say “northwesterly wind,” you just said 
“northwesterly.” It was the most uncomfort- 
able word in the dictionary. You hardly 
dared whisper it. 

When it was blowing by sunup you knew 
that by eight o'clock the world would be so 
hot and dry you would not be able to see 
how you could live to the end of the day. 
All day you would drag your legs. All the 
little things would annoy you. Birds would 
die, gardens would wilt, cows would not 
feed. Even the hardy eucalyptus leaves 
would hide their faces because of the 
northwesterly. 

Most discomforting of all, as sure as sure 
could be, there would be a bush fire. A 
wild, leaping, hungry fire, it would burn 
everything for miles, until the northwesterly 
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died and a cool rain came in from the south. 

Considering everything, Alice was not a 
happy girl as she helped her father milk 
the cows. She was glad school would not be 
open for two more days. It would be worse 
than awful having to sit in school in such 
weather the very first day. How could a 
person be happy in school when 

Oh, no! Please, no! 

But it was! Alice sniffed the air, and her 
blood chilled in her veins. Somewhere, 
miles and miles away, eucalyptus trees were 
burning. It was a delightful fragrance when 
there was no northwesterly, but a horrifying 
messenger of evil now. 

Alice dropped her milk pail and raced 
back to the cow bails. 

“Daddy!” she cried, “there’s smoke!” 

Mr. Mason’s face clouded, grim lines 
creased his mouth and eyes. Alice did not 
wait to hear his comment but stormed into 
the kitchen. 

“Mother!” she cried, “there’s smoke!” 

Mrs. Mason’s face paled. Immediately she 
hurried to the front veranda, Alice follow- 
ing her with legs weak and dragging. 

The sky was cruelly cloudless, and the 
“yanger, yanger, yanger” of the cicadas went 





on and on, and on and on. = 


“I don’t see any smoke, yet,” commented 
Mrs. Mason, “but then, I do smell what you 
smell, and I don’t like to think what may 
happen.” 

The morning grew hotter and still hotter. 
Alice helped her mother with the house- 
work, but her heart was not in it, for the 
odor of burning eucalyptus floated constantly 














to her nostrils. She made what seemed 
dozens of trips to the front veranda, always 
expecting to see a column of smoke, and 
always wishing to keep her eyes covered so 
she would not see it when it came. 

At last, there it was; just faint at first, a 
thin hazy ribbon making its way up the 
relentlessly blue sky. But it must have been 
from a well-fed fire, for it grew rapidly. 

Alice’s mother and father joined her 

hen she called. “Probably six miles away 

ght now,” Mr. Mason estimated. “But what 
is six miles to a bush fire on a February day 
when a northwesterly lends a hand?” 

“February!” said Alice, half to herself. 
“Wouldn't it be wonderful if we could be 
in America now, instead of Australia! We 
wouldn't have to worry about our house 
being burned to the ground by a bush fire 
in the dead of winter.” 

Alice helped her mother peel and seed 
and cut melons, ready to make melon and 
lemon jam. The sticky melon juice ran 
down her arms and dried almost as fast as 
it ran, the wind was so hot. She felt as 
though she had been starched. 

At eleven she saw the first dreadful 
flames. “Oh, Mother, I hate this horrible 
day,” she cried as she watched the little red 


tongues of flame come closer and grow 
bigger every minute. Then it began licking 
hungrily and wildly at the sky. If it were 
like that now, miles away, what would it be 
like if it were close? She shuddered. 

Mr. Mason left his chores and rode his 
bicycle to the village to make ready to fight 
the fire. 

There was so little water in the village 
that the only way to stop the fire would 
be to cut firebreaks through the grass, and 
then use wet sacks to beat out any sparks 
that lit on the edges of the firebreaks. 
Shovelfuls of sand and earth would be of 
use, too, when thrown on the edges of the 
fire. 

Mr. Mason hurried from house to house, 
and to the lumber mill, to seek help from all 
the available men. The village boasted three 
stores, a barber shop, a post office, and a 
hotel. There weren’t many men to choose 
from, and none needed to be asked twice. 

Mrs. Mason sent Alice racing to the shore 
of the river to find any fishermen who might 
be mending nets or attending to their boats. 

“Too bad,’ thought Alice, “that the 
village and our house stand between the 
fire and the river. If it were the other way, 
the river would save us all this worry.” 


Rising above the horizon was the thing Alice feared most—a thin column of smoke, growing rapidly. 
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Andy’s Gadget Magic 





PERFECT NUMBER SQUARE 
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This was the day the village trucks made 
the trip to the city to take in loads of fish 
and to bring back supplies for the stores. 
That meant that Jake Malone's old rattle- 
bang truck was the only vehicle left to take 
a tank of water from the river to the fire- 
breaks to keep the sacks wet. What if the 
truck motor should suddenly decide to 
sputter and die? Alice didn’t like to think 
about that. 

For several months of the year there were 
swamps near Alice’s house, full of sluggish, 
stagnant water. Had they lain there today, 
between the Masons’ home and the burning 
bushlands, Alice would not have been so 
concerned about the fire. But the summer 
had dried all the water away. 

Cinders began to fall on the roof of the 
Mason house. They floated to the garden 
and lawn, little messengers of destruction. 
And all the while the cicadas called, “Yan- 
ger, yanger, yanger!” in their most irritating 
way, growing so loud at times that people 
had to shout when they wanted to talk. 
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All the while the wind was growing 
hotter and drier, and more and more un- 
bearable. Alice’s legs dragged more than 
ever, and her clothes stuck to her body. 

Across the road at the edge of the dry 
swamps, men were using axes, saws, shovels, 
mattocks—almost any tool they could lay 
their hands on—to clear out the scrub that 
had grown since last year’s firebreaks were 
prepared. 

Shouts and loud talking came to Alice’s 
ears on the burning wind. She could not 
swing a shovel, but neither could she stand 
still, She had to do something. She could 
hear the popping and the crackling and th 
hissing now, as the eucalyptus trees burst 
into flame. 

Cinders were falling fast. Alice raced 
along the road to where her father was 
slashing furiously at shrubs, perspiration 
streaming down his sun-tanned face. 

“Can I help, Daddy?” she cried. Suddenly 
she felt very small and useless. What a 

To page 20 
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This mother must look after 


A Hundred Thousand Children 


By BILLIE AVIS HOY 


= was a snap for the Old Woman in 
the Shoe compared with Mrs. Lobster. 
She has 100,000 children at a time. Unlike 
most mothers who live in the sea, she at- 
tempts to care for this swarm of infants, 
and without the aid of a nurse—or even Mr. 
Lobster. 

First she takes the whole breod to the 
surface of the water, where they immediately 
start growing and shedding shells. Each 
youngster sheds three shells before he is 
two weeks old, and three more before he 
is eight weeks old, if he lives that long! 

































































But alas, while Mrs. Lobster is busy 
caring for fifty thousand infants on her 
right side, gulls swoop down and dine on a 
hundred squirming youngsters on her left. 
While she anxiously tends those who re- 
main, a heartless fish devours several thou- 
sand on her right. 

As the children grow older they make 
their way to the bottom of the ocean, where 
they continue to grow and shed shells, and 
where codfish gobble them for lunch. Those 
who manage to live a whole year grow to be 
two or three inches long. In ten years they 
are quite large—and hu- 
man beings eat them. They 
are just one meal after an- 
other. 

Mother Lobster loves her 
children and does her best 
to protect them till they 
grow up. She likes to hide 
under a rock and watch 
the little rascals play be- 
tween her out-stretched 
claws. When an enemy 
comes along she rattles her 
claws and the children dive 
under her body for protec- 
tion. 

Because so many babies 
die during the time when 
they are living at the top 
Ger... of the water, before they 
To page 17 


Mother lobster carrying around 
the eggs from which her 100,000 
children will soon be hatched. 
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This funny-looking thing is part of a pretty picture. To find out 
what it is, ask someone to hold it up while you walk to the other side 
of the room. Then see the explanation on page 20. 
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WHAT ARE THEY? 


Can you tell what these are? All the things in the little pictures 


are objects mentioned in the Bible, but they have been magnified 
many times. 


Several adults have been asked to identify them, and so far no 
adult has gotten all of them right. See how many you can name 
correctly. 


Two right is good; four right, very good; and six right, excellent. 
Answers on page 20. 


PHOTOS BY LAWRENCE MAXWELL 


2. Jael used one on Sisera (Judges 4:21). 


3. Abigail brought some to David. (1 Sam. 25:18). 4. Part of a thing named in Lev. 11:22. 


5. The woman in a parable lost one in her house. 6. Easier to go through than to enter heaven’s gate 
(Luke 15:8). (Matt. 19:24). 





We put brown paper on the ceiling so we 


could hear the snake if it came through at night. 


BATTLING SNAKES IN WILDES 


HEN I went to Africa I looked for 
adventure. When anyone _ shouted 
“Snake,” I would run to see the excitement. 
With a shotgun loaded with birdshot I 
found I could kill even the deadly cobra. 
One day the shout went up, “Snake!” but 
I was in the house and didn’t hear. Soon a 
man came, saying, “Bwana, there is a snake 
in the orange tree. Come and kill it.” 

Sure enough, there he was, climbing 
slowly up the tree. He was of the spitting 
kind, which can throw venom as far as six 
feet with deadly accuracy. 

I went for the gun, but found to my dis- 
may that the building where it was stored 
was locked, and the man with the key had 
gone to town. What should I do? 

I thought for a moment and then decided 
to try with the revolver. It is difficult to be 
accurate with such a short weapon. But 
something had to be done. So, bang! bang! 
and the snake hung limp on a branch. 

“That was pretty good,” I said to myself. 
“Only two shots. Give me that long stick, 
Omera. I want to get him down where we 
can see how long he is.” 

I lifted the cobra to the ground and he 
fell in a loose heap about six feet from 
where I was standing. But as he fell, he came 
to. He had only been stunned by the bullet, 
and now he awoke and swung his head 
around. I saw it coming—a thin white 
stream like milk, aimed right for me. At 
the same moment I realized that the snake 
was not dead, and began to swing the stick 
down on his head. But the venom was al- 
ready on its way, and landed on my right eye. 

Fortunately, I wore glasses, and most of 
the venom was stopped by the lens. Some 
went in and the fire began to burn. 
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I ran for the house. I knew what to do. 
I must get milk, the remedy so carefully ex- 
plained to me by the Africans for just this 
kind of emergency. “Wash the eye with 
lots of milk,” they had said. “It is the only 
thing that will save it.” 

I washed and washed, but that eye still 
burned. I thought I must have lost the 
sight of it forever. However, after some 
hours the pain eased, and pulling the eyelid 
up I found I could still 
see. But it was a full month 
before the eye was quite 
right. What would it have 
been like if al the poison 
had gotten in? 

I have left snakes alone 
since then, I can assure you. 
I have killed some when 
necessary to keep the fam- 
ily safe. But if I could get 
the Africans to kill them, 
I would always let them 
do so, for they had learned 
how from childhood and 
were very careful. 

Then came my biggest 
adventure of all, my battle 
with the “King of the 
Hill!” 

We had been asked to 
go to Uganda to teach at 
a school that was 120 miles 
from the nearest town. 
There were no white peo- 


The snake was coming farther 
and farther out of the hole as 
1 fought him with the old hoe. 
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ders with many little crevices, which were 
ideal hiding places for snakes. 

The first Sabbath afternoon we were there 
we wanted to see the country around, so 
we climbed the hill to the top. We sat on 
the rocks and talked awhile, and as the sun 
was setting, came back, having thoroughly 
enjoyed the afternoon. 


D F S T A F "a | C A Next day one of our Christian men came 


to me and said, “Bwana, yesterday afternoon 





I saw you and your family on the top of 
that hill.” 
By CONRAD T. HYDE eS, that is right, John. It was fine up 


there. Why didn’t you come and join us?” 

“Bwana, don’t you ever go up on that 
hill again. Tell your children that they must 
never, never go up there.” 


ple living nearer than that, except the Dis- “Why, John, what is wrong? Does that 

trict Commissioner fifteen miles away. hill belong to someone? I thought it be- 
Uganda is a warm, lush country, a very longed to the mission.” 

| paradise for snakes. They grow there in all “Yes, Bwana, it belongs to the mission, 


sizes and shapes, poisonous and nonpoison- that is right. But there is a king on that 
ous, and the swamps are the home of the _ hill and it is not safe to go there.” 
great constrictors. “A king? What do you mean?” 

Our house was on the side of a hill about “Bwana,” said he very earnestly, “there 
half a mile from the African mission village. is a huge snake that lives up there among 
The hill was composed of huge granite boul- those rocks, and he is very dangerous. Please 








don’t ever go there again. If you must go, 
then call some of us to go with you, but 
never go alone.” 

“Thank you, John, I'll remember.” But 
that had just spoiled our fun. We had been 
planning to go up there to have a picnic 
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ANTIDOTES FOR{EVIL 
By EMILY MAY YOUNG 


Antidotes for evil 
Always proven true 
Which, used persistently, 
Build your life anew: 
Charity, compassion, 
Faith, humility, 

Courage and devotion, 
Patience, purity; 
Reverence, repentance, 
Truth, integrity, 
Righteousness and mercy, 
With sincerity. 
Selflessness and tolerance, 
Kindliness and love— 
Make up a counteractive 
Fashioned from above. 


eee 


the next Wednesday evening. I had promised 
the children so. Well, there was nothing to 
do about it. I was not taking risks with 
snakes any more. 

Our kitchen backed right up against this 
hill. Between the roof of the kitchen and 
the house there was a gutter to carry rain- 
water into our big storage tank. I soon dis- 
covered that rats from the hill used to run 
along this gutter into the roof of the house 
at night, especially when it rained. What 
to do I didn’t know, for we had to have the 
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gutter there in order to collect water to 
live on. 

Our poor old house had been built long 
ago of sun-dried bricks. Termites, or white 
ants, had gotten in and had gone clear up 
into the roof, and were eating away at the 
timbers and ceilings. We could hear them up 
there chewing, chewing, chewing day and 
night. 

One evening when our little boy was in 
his bath, the whole ceiling came down on 


him. He screamed till we ran in and foun 


him covered all over with a mess of chewe 
ceiling board, mud, dirt, and white ants with 
powerful jaws. 

Well, he was rescued quickly and the 
place was cleaned up, but from then on that 
was a room without a ceiling, and we had 
to use another room for the bathroom. 

About this time we trapped a pair of 
wild pigeons and kept them on the large 
veranda of the house. They became so tame 
that we could let them fly in and out as 
they wished through a little opening we 
made for them in the screening. Soon they 
had made their nest and had two wee young- 
sters to feed. This was fun, and the children 
loved to sit and watch them at work feed- 
ing the babies. 

One morning there was a loud wail and 
daughter came in to our bedroom to an- 
nounce that the baby pigeons had disap- 
peared in the night. We searched and 
searched, while the parents sat nearby in 
a very dejected manner, plainly telling us 
that they were as bewildered as we were. 
“What could have eaten them?” we asked. 

“Maybe a stoat,” someone suggested. “He 
could creep in through their little opening 
and up the wall. Maybe it is best for us to 
fix a little door to cover the hole each night.” 

I was not happy. I was wondering why 
there were no feathers scattered about. And 
I was sure a stoat would have taken a large 
pigeon first. “It looks like the silent, awful 
work of a snake,” I said to myself, but I 
did not tell the family, lest I raise their fears. 


would block up all the holes in the ceiling 
with thick, brown paper so that no snake 
could silently slide down while we slept, as 
he had done with those little birds. 

About two days later we woke up to see 
something long and narrow hanging from 
the roof and waving in the breeze. What 
was it? We went close to see. It was the 
skin of a snake! To page 16 


However, I decided that as a precaution im a 
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POODLE—The Dog That Saved the Flag 


By MYRON FULLER 


| flag was lost. The French grenadiers 
had charged the enemy but had been 
forced back, leaving the flag lying on the 
battlefield. 

They had to get it back. But the enemy 
could see the entire field. For anyone to 
try to cross that exposed land would be 
suicide. 

Then someone shouted, “Look at Mus- 
tache!” He was the company mascot and 
he was running across no man’s land! His 
body close to the earth, he was heading 
straight for the enemy's lines. 

The soldiers, watching, hardly dared to 
breathe. Was Mustache really 
going after the flag? Could 
he get it? Would he return 
alive? 

They saw him disappear 
into a cloud of smoke and 
they waited, tense and anx- 
ious. 

Suddenly a great cry went 
up. “Long live Mustache! 
He’s got the flag!” And sure 
enough, here he came, with 
the flag gripped in his teeth. 

Then there was an ex- 
plosion. Smoke and dust and 
rocks completely hid the 
brave little dog. 

“It is too bad,” the soldiers 
sighed. “Poor Mustache. He 
tried so hard. He was mag- 
nificent.” 


Poodles may look silly with their 
funny-looking haircuts, but they 
are brave and intelligent dogs. 


“But look,” someone interrupted. “He’s 
still coming!” 

And so he was. From the dust and the 
smoke, Mustache was emerging, still with 
the flag! 

But there was something wrong. Mustache 
was limping badly. The explosion had in- 
jured him, and it was with great difficulty 
that he struggled on. 

He did not stop till he laid the flag at 
the feet of the colonel in command of those 
grenadiers! 

A poodle had rescued the flag! 

Most people think poodles are useless 
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dogs, but many thrilling stories have been 
told of their brave deeds, and I'll tell you 
some more of them in a moment. 

First, though, I’m sure you'll want to 
know a little more about where poodles 
came from and why they have their hair 
cut in such a funny way. 

Several hundred years ago the French 
thought it great sport to hunt a duck that 
had a growth of bristles on its bill resembling 
a beard. The French word for beard is barbe, 
so they called the duck a “barbet.” The dog 
they hunted with was called a “barbet dog.” 
He had powerful legs, which were good for 
swimming in the marshy ponds where the 
ducks nested. When he came out of the 
water with a captured duck, his thick, curly 
coat kept him warm. 

Maybe you have noticed that poodles have 
their hair cut so that they look like a lion 
with a bushy mane. This looks pretty, but 
for the barbet dog it was very useful. With 
his hindquarters shaved, he was able to swim 
more easily. The warm coat over his heart 
and lungs kept him warm. Even the rib- 
bons that often adorn the modern poodle 
were used on his working ancestor, but not 
merely for ornament. They were tied on his 
head or tail so that his master could follow 
his progress as he dashed through the marshy 
swamp in search of birds. 

Later the French sportsmen developed an- 
other hunting dog by crossing the barbet 
with a spaniel. It became very popular in 
many countries because it was an excellent 
hunter and retriever. The French called it 
“duck dog.” In Spain it was called “water 
dog.” In Germany it was called pudel, mean- 
ing “the dog that splashes in water.” In 
England it was called “water dogge” until 
the name poodle was finally adopted from 
the name the Germans gave it. 

The poodle is the most intelligent of all 
dogs. In fact, it seems to be more human 
than canine. Having a most intense desire 
to please its master, it tries to anticipate his 
every wish. It never needs to be punished, 
and its only reward is the approval and af- 
fection of those it loves. 

This dog reflects the character of its 
master. There have been outlaws, soldiers, 
and beggars among poodles. One band of 
smuggling poodles were shaved and fitted 
with false coats under which they carried 
valuable French lace across the border. They 
were trained to avoid all persons wearing 
uniforms. There was Moffino, who marched 
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on Moscow with his master, a corporal in 
Prince Eugene's army; and when they be- 
came separated, Moffino returned to his home 
in Paris hundreds of miles away to await 
his master’s return after the war. 

About a hundred years ago a blind beggar 
used to sit every day at the same place on 
a bridge across the Seine River in Paris, 
holding out a wooden bowl for gifts. By 
his side sat his faithful poodle. When the 
old man died, the dog came alone with the 
wooden bowl and took his place on the 
bridge. Long after the blind beggar had been 
forgotten, his dog continued to beg, until 
one day he too failed to appear. Searchers 
finally found him lying dead on a bed of 
thousands of franc notes that he had collected. 


Battling Snakes in Wildest Africa 
From page 14 


I got a ladder and gently lifted it down 
and measured it. Wow! over six feet long. 
We had a snake in the roof, and a big one 
at that! “This explains everything,” I said. 
“He took those little birds and he has fin- 
ished all the bats that we used to have in 
the roof. Haven’t we remarked on the awful 
screaming among the bats that went on 
every morning after they had come in from 
their night’s hunting? And, come to think 
of it, there aren’t any bats left in the roof 
these days. So that explains it all. Children,” 
I announced, “we have to be very careful. 
Never put your foot out of bed in the morn- 
ing or during the night without first shining 
the flashlight around carefully to see that 
everything is clear. At morning worship let 
us talk to Jesus about this affair.” We did 
so, and asked for the angels to protect us. 

Sometimes we heard the snake sliding 
along above the ceiling! 

It began to get on our nerves terribly and 
we decided we must change our prayer. This 
must stop, and soon too, for the tension was 
not good for any of us. So that day we prayed 
a new prayer. “Dear Lord, Thou knowest all 
about this horrible snake. Please help us to 
be rid of it, and if we have to kill him, then 
dear Lord, help us to see him at such a 
time and in such a way that we can kill 
him without danger to us.” 

It was Friday evening. We had just fin- 
ished worship and prayed our special prayer. 
Daughter came and said, “Daddy, it is time 
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to put the pigeons to bed. It is almost dark. 
Please go and do it now.” 

“Yes, dear,” I said. “I'll put them to bed. 
I just want to finish reading this article here.” 

“But Daddy, it’s dark and that horrid 
snake will get them maybe if they are left 
out. 

“All right, my girl, don’t get worked up 
about it. I'll go very soon.” 

Kaarina was too worried to wait. She 
picked up a flashlight and left the dining 
room for the veranda, shining the way ahead. 
(Remember we did not have electricity, so 
there were no switches to flick as we went 
from room to room.) 

Then there was an awful scream, and 
daughter came rushing back into my arms, 
white and scared, hardly able to speak. 
“Daddy, Daddy,” she panted, “The snake! 
The snake—he’s getting the pigeons.” 

Now I knew the battle must be joined. 
We had prayed. There were no Africans 
nearer than half a mile. “I am the only man,” 
I said. “At least I must see what is happening 
and do something if I can.” 

While I was thinking I was picking up 
my weapon—a long-handled hoe—and a 
pressure lamp. I shut all the doors leading 
into the house from the veranda. Then I 
went outside and looked through the screen- 
ing to see what was happening. What do you 
think I saw? 

That old snake was coming down through 
a hole in the veranda roof and was making 
toward the pigeons. About two feet of him 
was out. Now was the time! 

This was an adder, a most poisonous snake, 
but unable to spit. He could not strike me 
just now, either, for he had only two feet of 
his body out. 

Surely this is the answer to our prayer. 
But I must get him quickly, before he can 
get more of his body through, or he will 
be able to strike. I rush into the veranda, 
and holding high the lamp with my left hand, 
I balance my tool in the other, and then— 
stab, stab, stab, with all the force I can 
muster. He isn’t liking it. He is coming 
through quickly now, three feet, four feet. 
He will soon be through and on the floor 
at my feet. 

Striking, striking, perspiration running, 
but always I am striking for that vital place 
behind his head. My heart breathes prayers 
as fast as the action itself. “Lord, help me 
now. Help me to kill this monster.” 

He is through now and drops to the floor 


in a huge heap, still writhing. Where's his 
head in this heap? I must kill him before 
he can gather himself for a strike.” 

I raise the hoe and come down with all 
my might. 

And the hoe handle breaks in my hand. 

I beat a retreat, backing for the door, but 
watching, watching. He doesn’t raise his 
head! He is finished! “Thank you, Lord.” 

“It’s all right, he’s finished. You can come 
now,” I called to the family. They came and 
looked. “Oh! What a snake! Daddy, look 
what you have done to the screening.” 

Sure enough, I had made huge gashes in 
the screening where I had jabbed at the 
snake with only the screening for a back- 
ing to push against. But what did it matter? 
The snake was dead. And when we measured 
him we found he was seven feet four inches 
long. “Let us go and kneel and thank Jesus 
for this victory.” 

We thanked God for His help. It had 
come just as we had prayed, and it was all 
over. Next day the Africans came to see the 
snake and shook their heads, saying, “Bwana, 
that was the king of the hill. He is the 
kind of snake that we run away from, and 
did you kill it yourself?” 

“No, John, not alone. An angel was with 
me, I know, and brought him out where it 
was easiest to get him.” 

Yes, I killed the snake with God's help. 
And that is how it must be with us when 
we fight that other snake called the devil 
and Satan. His poison is sin, and it kills for 
eternity. Pray to God for the victory over 
him, and when we have to meet him, let 
us fight him with Jesus on our side and we 
will win. 





A Hundred Thousand Children 
From page 9 


return to the bottom of the ocean, the Gov- 
ernment has come to Mrs. Lobster’s aid, 
establishing schools in which the youngsters 
are taught to dive to the bottom of tanks 
and remain down there. The little fellows 
are put on chutes and forced to the bottom. 
They do not understand what it is all about, 
and soon find their way to the top, only to 
be dunked again and again. Finally they catch 
on and remain at the bottom. Then they are 
graduated and returned to the ocean to battle 
their many enemies and put off as long as 
possible the day when they shall be eaten. 
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“Look up, and lift up your heads; 
for your redemption draweth nigh.” 


Luke 21:28 


A TIMELY INVESTMENT FOR YOUTH 


1. The YOUTH’S INSTRUCTOR is the 
one youth’s paper prepared especially to 
help answer spiritual, scriptural, and 
social questions . . . 

. Each issue is packed from cover to cover 
with helpful articles, essays, and stories of 
vital importance .. . 

. Its writers are youth leaders, teachers, 
ministers, doctors, missionaries, and young 
people ..... 

. The youth Sabbath school lessons appear 
each week. 

Stories, sermons, youth activities, nature lore, 

quizzes, lessons, and news. Yes, a good invest- 

ment for the youth in the church and for 
those you would like to win to the church. 


THE YOUTH’S INSTRUCTOR 
One Year .. . $5.25 Two Years . . . Only $9.50 


Here’s MY Subscription to the YOUTH’S IN- 
STRUCTOR 
Name CJ One year, 


$5.25 
Address i, 2 
$9.50 








And also a GIFT Subscription .. . 
Name .. [] One year, 
Address ..... $5.25 








[] Two years, 

$9.50 
(To countries requiring extra postage add 50 cents for 
each year) 








Order from your church missionary secretary 
or Book and Bible House 
Review and Herald Publishing Assn., Washington 12, D.C. 
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The King of the Gypsies 
From page 5 


she just flatly refused and laughed at him. 

Then one day he asked a question that 
completely changed her thinking. “Wife,” 
he said, “you know I used to go to that big 
church you go to. And you know that when 
I went there to try to get help to stop 
drinking and swearing and beating you, I 
got no help at all. You know, too, that 
when I finally went to the Seventh-day 
Adventist church I found the help I 
needed.” 

He paused, and then came the question. 
“Tell me, dear, would you rather I treated 
you the way I used to when I went to the 
big church or would you rather I treated you 
the way I do now that I go to the Seventh- 
day Adventist church?” 

She caught the point at once. Quietly she 
replied, “I think I'd rather have you the way 
you are now.” 

That settled it. And nowadays, every 
Sabbath morning, when that man sets out 
for the Seventh-day Adventist church, there 
walks by his side his dear wife, won to 
Christ by the good example of the king of 
the gypsies. 





Chasing the Fire Engines 
From page 3 


leaving, Mother looked out the window to 
see a very sad looking Gary walking toward 
the house with one stocking foot, and 
dragging along a badly smashed bicycle. 

“Gary, whatever have you done? Are you 
all right?” asked Mother. 

Gary, who was choking back the tears, 
started talking so fast Mother couldn’t get 
head nor tail of what he was saying, so she 
sat down on the grass and asked Walter to 
tell her what had happened. By this time 
Gary had put his bike down and had dashed 
into the house to be alone. 

“Well,” said Walter, “we were riding 
down Pierce Street and Gary was ‘way 
ahead of me. There was a car parked on the 
right-hand side of the street and Gary 
crossed over to the left-hand side. Just as 
he started to cross back a car came around 
the curve, and they struck head on. 

“It broke the man’s headlight, threw 
Gary into the air, making him turn a flip, 


and both of his shoes flew off. He came 
down on his hands and knees just as though 
he were ready to start running a race. He 
jumped up and started looking for his shoes. 

“The man had slammed on his brakes 
and had come to a stop. He got out of the 
car and asked Gary whether he was hurt. 
Gary said, ‘No, but I can’t find my shoes.’ 
We would have been home sooner, but we’ve 
been looking for his other shoe and couldn't 
find it anywhere. Other people stopped and 
tried to help us find it too.” 

All this time Gary’s bike lay by the road- 
side with a smashed basket, ruined front 
tire and tube, bent fenders, and twisted 
rear wheel. 

Mother, her face pale, went into the 
bedroom to examine Gary. As far as she 
could tell he wasn’t hurt seriously, but she 
couldn't be sure. 

It was time to pick up Daddy from work, 
so Mother got into the car and went for 
him. On the way back she told him all about 
the accident. 

When they reached home Daddy asked 
whether the man had reported the accident 
to the police. Walter and Gary said they 
didn’t think so, and they didn’t know who 
the man was or where he lived, although he 
had been good and had offered to take Gary 
to the doctor, and had tried to help him find 
the shoe. 

All the family got into the car and went 
back to the scene of the accident to search 
for that shoe. There was glass in the street 
from the broken headlight, but no shoe to 
be found. 

On the way they saw a policeman and 
stopped to ask him what they should do. He 
told them to go to the police station and 
give the details. Gary didn’t like the idea 
of getting the police into it all, but Daddy 
wanted to be on the safe side. 

At the police station they were told to 
go to the emergency room at the hospital 
and have Gary checked by a doctor, and a 
policeman would come there to get the 
report. 

On the way to the hospital Mother re- 
minded Gary that his guardian angel must 
surely have been watching over him, for 
even though we pray for God to protect us, 
we must remember that He expects us to be 
careful what we do, and Gary hadn't been 
careful. 

The doctor at the hospital found nothing 
wrong but a scratch over Gary’s left knee, 
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Answers to “What Are They?” 


needle. 





a ; 
H. M. LAMBERT 


Don’t read this till you have looked at the pictures on 
pages ten and eleven. The objects in the little pictures are 
1. a steel pen point as you look almost straight down 
at the point, 2. a nail, as you look at the point, 3. a raisin, 
4. the antenna (or feeler) of a beetle, 5. the edge of a 
silver dollar (the woman lost a coin), 6. the eye of a 


That funny-looking mass of dots is the lips and chin 
of the girl in this picture. Now look very closely at other 
photographs in your JUNIOR GUIDE and you will see 
that they are made up of dots, too. All printed photo- 
graphs are done this way. The only difference is that 
in this picture the dots have been greatly magnified. 

Now, how many did you get right? 








so that night Walter, Gary, Mother, and 
Daddy had a special worship service in 
which they thanked God that Gary had not 
been killed or even seriously hurt. 

“I hope,” said Mother as she tucked Gary 
into bed, “that my little man will remember 
after this that bicycles can be dangerous.” 

“Yes,” he said, giving her a kiss. “And 
I'll never ride on the wrong side of the 
street again, fire or no fire.” 





The Day the Wind Changed 
From page 8 


fierce monster lurked in the flames, and 
what a weak, miserable little human she 
was! 

“Run, get us all water to drink, Alice,” 
Father said. “Take water to each of the men, 
and you'll really have to keep moving if 
they are all as dry as I am. It is good that 
you came right now,” and her father wiped 
his grimy hand across his forehead where 
the prespiration trickled, leaving his face 
more smeary than ever. 

Alice was off like a shot from a gun, 
and had soon filled a large can of water. She 
was so worked up and nervous she could not 
get the lid on straight until she had tried 
several times. Grabbing a large enamel 
drinking mug she flew back to the men, and 
did the “rounds” as Mr. Mason had advised. 

Birds flitting wildly overhead were cry- 
ing in distress. When they passed over her, 
Alice could see their bills were opened as 
they gasped and panted. 
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Thump! Thump! Whollap! Alice jerked 
her head up from where she was pouring 
water for a thirsty man. A great, red, old- 
man kangaroo was whizzing through the air, 
leaping on in his search for safety. Cattle 
followed, bellowing frantically. Lizzards and 
snakes came slithering by. Ordinarily, Alice 
would have run for her life at the very 
sight of a snake, for most of them were 
poisonous. But now they were the ones that 
were worried. They certainly weren't inter- 
ested in waiting to strike a little girl. Swamp 
pheasants sent out their mournful “whoop- 
ing,” and in the distance, blue-tongued 
lizzards answered as plaintively. 

Cinders were falling as thick as snow- 
flakes, and the fire hissed and threatened 
and roared; and one by one the cicadas, who 
had chanted their ever-irritating dirge, 
chanted for the last time. 

Sparks flared on the firebreaks, and the 
men beat frantically at every sign of flame 
or smoke. No time for Alice to hand out 
drinks, now. 

Closer, in long, leaping crimson tongues, 
came the fire. Alice felt as though she 
wasn’t thinking any more. All around was 
fire. There seemed no hope for the house 
to be saved, and if something in the form of 
a miracle didn’t happen soon, the village 
would burn too. A great wall of hopelessness 
pressed in on her mind. There seemed no 
escape. Everything humanly possible had 
been done to avert disaster, but the fire was 
burning anyway. 

Suddenly Alice heard herself praying. She 
was too scared to think of the right things to 
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say, but she was sure God could straighten 
out the words and make sense of them. The 
wonder of it all to Alice afterward was why 
she hadn’t thought to pray earlier. But now 
she certainly did pray. She suddenly realized 
that this fire was too much for the tall, 
strong men of the village. She cried to God 
as she had never thought of doing before, 
because she knew He was big and strong 
and immeasurably powerful, not just some- 


e thought took possession of her and 

rilled her. 

“O God,” she cried, “Thou knowest we 
can’t do anything else. We will have no 
home if something doesn’t happen almost at 
once to stop the fire! Anything, Lord, do 
anything.” And then the brightest thought 
she’d ever had came to her mind. “That's 
it, Lord,” she pleaded, “anything, even to 
changing the wind, even though it seems so 
determined to stay a northwesterly forever.” 

A cry arose. Alice knew her mother’s 
voice. She glanced up. The roof of the 
chicken house was smoking. Alice grabbed 
a sack and sloshed the remaining water 
from the drinking can on it. There wasn’t 
enough water, but there was no time for 
delay. She must climb up onto that burning 
roof and put out the fire before it had a 
chance to do much damage. The chickens 
were clucking and shrieking, very much 
aware of their danger. 

Alice shinnied up the pipe that ran the 
water off the roof when it rained. She was 
glad she had brothers and had learned to 
climb as well as they could. She didn’t seem 
to have enough breath left when she reached 
the top to do the slapping and bashing that 
was necessary, but she did it, even so. “A 
person does not know what she can do till 
she has to do it,” she told herself, as she 
stood up there watching for any further 
signs of fire in the roof. 

Something had happened. At first Alice 
did not know what it was. She stood very 
still and tried to understand what was 

appening. A quiet hush had suddenly come 


: but always. In her agony of mind 


upon the world. The cinders were not 
flying so far nor so fast. The fire was not 
hissing as much as it had been. 

She sat on the roof and held her aching 
head in her hands, and as she sat, she 
thought she felt a cool tongue lick her cheek. 
It was the only hint of coolness she had 
experienced all day. She lifted her face to 
the sky. Ah, now she knew! 

The northwesterly was dead! The wind 
was changing to the south. More cool 
tongues licked her cheek, and she heard a 
hearty cry go up from the tired men, “It’s 
a southerly! Feel it! A southerly!” 

Some part of Alice wanted to cry, but the 
other part said she was too tired to do that, 
so the tears stayed inside her and she said, 
“Thank God. He didn’t have any trouble 
understanding what I said, and He does 
work in a hurry when He sees it is best.” 

Some of the men went home while others 
stayed on the job to keep the fire in check 
until the showers began. Alice watched for 
the first cloud to come out of the south. 
It came at last, the most desirable thing she 
had ever set eyes on. Then there was 
another, and others, crowding in around the 
first, until by late afternoon the showers 
began. It rained all night. Once in the night 
Alice awoke. She went out to the front 
veranda and gazed over the bushlands. The 
tall gums were still smouldering, but the 
fury of the fire was quenched. 

She remembered hearing some of the men 
as they left for home saying it was nothing 
short of a miracle that the wind had died 
just when they could do no more to prevent 
the fire from reaching the Mason house. 

Alice did not know or care very much 
what anyone else thought about it, for she 
knew that God had heard her cry and had 
done this great thing because she had 


asked. 








COVER PICTURE by H. A. Roberts. Story il- 
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|X—Hezekiah and Sennacherib 











(MARCH 3) 


SABBATH AFTERNOON 


READ THE LESSON TEXTS: ISAIAH 36:1, 2, 
13-22; 37:14-20, 33-38. 

LEARN THE MEMORY VERSE: “Pride goeth 
before destruction, and an haughty spirit before a 
fall” (Proverbs 16:18). 


READ THE GUIDING THOUGHT. 
Guiding Thought 


The most powerful nation in the time of Isaiah 
was Assyria. The Assyrian empire was a very 
prosperous one and could have done much good 
to the nations that sheltered beneath its shadow. 
But the Assyrian kings were selfish, and their 
policy was to scourge the smaller nations that 
were their neighbors and to force them to pay 
homage to the gods of Nineveh. About fifty years 
before King Sennacherib of Assyria threatened to 
invade Judah, Jonah had been sent to Nineveh to 
warn its inhabitants of judgment from God if 
they should not repent. For a while the inhabitants 
of this great land did humble themselves before 
the true God, but eventually they returned to 
their idol worship, and pride and cruelty took 
possession of them again. In our lesson this week 
we shall see how their pride was brought low 
when they challenged the power of the God of 
Israel. 

SUNDAY 


The Assyrian Invaders 


1. Find Isaiah 36:1. What threat of invasion 
came to Judah in the time of king Hezekiah? 

2. Find 2 Chronicles 32:2-5. How did the king 
prepare to defend the land against these in- 
vaders? 

3. Read verses 6-8. How did Hezekiah seek 
to build up their courage in face of the threat- 
ened invasion? 

NoTE.—"“Nothing more quickly inspires faith 
than the exercise of faith. The king of Judah had 
prepared for the coming storm; and now, con- 
fident that the prophecy against the Assyrians 
would be fulfilled, he stayed his soul upon God.” 
—Prophets and Kings, p. 351. 


For further reading: Prophets and Kings, pp. 
349, 350. 
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MONDAY 
Rabshakeh’s Boast 


4. Find Isaiah 36:4-10. Sennacherib, king of 
Assyria, sent Rabshakeh, chief of the officers, 
to Jerusalem to break down the morale of the 
Jews. How did this boastful officer show his 
contempt for the God in whom the Jews had 
placed their trust? 


NOTE.—'‘The officers were conferring outside 
the gates of the city, but within the hearing of 
the sentries on the wall; and as the representatives 
of the Assyrian king loudly urged their proposals 
upon the chief men of Judah, they were requested 
to speak in the Syrian rather than the Jewish 
language, in order that those upon the wall might 
not have knowledge of the proceedings of the 
conference.” —Prophets and Kings, p. 353. 
5. Read verses 16, 17. What inducements did 
Rabshakeh hold out to the Jews to endeavor i 
to get them to yield to the king of Assyria? 
6. Read verse 21. How did the Jews respond? 
NOTE.—The power of silence is a great power. 
The Jews did not cringe, nor did they argue. They 
treated the boastful officer’s words and induce- 
ments with eloquent silence, just as centuries 
later, Jesus answered His accusers by answering > 
not a word. So we too in face of our tempters ; 
and our foes can meet them with the might +z 
and power of silence. 
For further reading: Prophets and Kings, p. 
352, pars. 3, 4; p. 353. 


TUESDAY 
How Hezekiah Dealt With the Crisis 


7. Find Isaiah 37:1. When Eliakim, Shebna. 
and Joah, the king’s officers, returned from thf > } 
conference with Rabshakeh and told the king” 

of his boastful words, where did the king im- an 
mediately go? 

NOTE.—Though dismayed by the threat, 
Hezekiah did not lose faith in the God of Israel. 
He went immediately to the Temple of God and 
so showed his trust in Him. We too may be 
threatened by dangers and temptations and feel Ve 
dismay in our hearts, but we can do as Hezekiah j 
did and turn in our distress to God. 
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8. Read verses 6, 7. In this time of crisis, while 
prayer bands were meeting to implore God for 
help, what message of courage came from the 
Lord’s poegent, Isaiah? 

NOTE.— "God answered the prayers of His 
servants. To Isaiah was given the message for 
Hezekiah: ‘Thus saith the Lord, Be not afraid of 
the words which thou hast heard, with which the 
servants of the king of Assyria have blasphemed 
Me. Behold, I will send a blast upon him, and he 
shall hear a rumor, and shall return to his own 
land; and I will cause him to fall by the sword 


For further reading: 2 Kings 19:1-7. 


i his own land.’”—Prophets and Kings, p. 354. 


WEDNESDAY 
The King’s Letter 


9. Find Isaiah 37:10-13. Rabshakeh and _ his 
associates returned to the king’s camp with the 
report. Sennacherib then “wrote . . . letters 
to rail on the Lord God of Israel,’ and sent 
them by a messenger to Hezekiah. What was 
in the letter? 

10. Read verses 14-20. When Hezekiah received 
this blasphemous, boasting letter what did he 
do with it? 

NOTE.—"We have here an example of what 
to do with troubles and difficulties. 

“We are to lay them out before God, as we 
can do by praying about them. Hezekiah’s 
trouble was great. His kingdom could be crushed 
like an eggshell by the grasp of Sennacherib’s 
hand. But little troubles as well as great ones are 
best dealt with by being ‘spread before the Lord.’ 
Whatever is important enough to disturb me is 
important enough for me to speak to God about. 


In the night an angel killed 185,000 soldiers. God 
always protects the righteous from their enemies. 































































































Whether the poison inflaming our blood be from 
a gnat’'s bite, or a cobra’s sting, the best antidote 
is—pray about it. ”—-ALEXANDER MACLAREN, 
Expositions of Holy Scripture, “The Book of 
Isaiah,” p. 242. 


11. Read verses 33-35. In answer to his prayer 
what was Isaiah told by the Lord concerning 
the fate of the invading army? 


For further reading: Prophets and Kings, pp. 
359, 360. 
THURSDAY 


The Assyrian’s Defeat 


12. Find Isaiah 37:36. How did the Lord keep 
His promise to defeat the Assyrians? 

13. Read verses 37, 38. When Sennacherib 
heard of the terrible defeat, where did he go? 
To what terrible end did he come finally? 


NOTE.—"The God of the Hebrews had pre- 
vailed over the proud Assyrian. The honor of 
Jehovah was vindicated in the eyes of the sur- 
rounding nations. In Jerusalem the hearts of the 
people were filled with holy joy. Their earnest 
entreaties for deliverance had been mingled with 
confession of sin and with many tears. In their 
great need they had trusted wholly in the power 
of God to save, and He had not failed them. Now 
the temple courts resounded with songs of solemn 
praise."—Prophets and Kings, pp. 361, 362. 

Jerusalem was not overcome till the time of 
Nebuchadnezzar—more than a hundred years 
later. 


14. Find Luke 14:11. What warning does 
Christ give us about pride? 


For further reading: Prophets and Kings, p. 
366. 


FRIDAY 








ASSYRIA (_ ) 
HEZEKIAH (_ ) 
SENNACHERIB (_ ) 
JOAH ( ) 
SHEBNA (_ ) 
JUDAH (_) 
RABSHAKEH (_ ) 
ISAIAH (_ ) 
ELIAKIM (_ ) 


Place “A” beside the name of the king of the 
invading country. 

Place “B” beside the name of the invading 
country. 

Place “‘C” beside the name of the country they 
threatened. 

Place ‘“D” beside the name of the king of that 
country. 

Place “E’” beside the name of the chief of the 
officers of the invading army. 

Place “F” beside the names of the three servants 
of the king of the threatened country. 

Place “G” beside the name of the prophet of 
the Lord who gave messages of hope to the king. 

UNDERLINE the names of the two men who 
boasted and blasphemed. 

UNDERLINE the names of the men who prayed 
to God. 

PUT A CIRCLE around the names of the men 
who won victories of faith. 
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1. Bandy sank deep into the water, because he was 
heavy, but he struggled bravely and every time his 
head came out of the water he gulped in air. Soon 
his stomach had enough air in it for him to float 
nicely. 2. Strongly and steadily he swam across the 


river and crawled out on the other bank. 3. Now he 
found himself in a new country that suited him, and 
he decided to make it his home. He busied himself 
digging several dens in a number of different loca- 
tions so they would be near to his feeding grounds. 

















4. In the heat of the day the armadillo would curl 
up and sleep in the cool earth. When in danger it 
was also convenient to have a shelter near. 5. Other 
creatures, like cottontails and rattlesnakes, find these 
ready-made homes convenient, and often live in 


branches of burrows occupied by armadillos. 6. When 
cold “Northers” blew in winter, Bandy would retreat 
to his deepest den and sleep through the cold spell. 
If the cold lasted too long, there was danger that 
he might starve to death before he woke up again. 

















7. One day in spring a hunter with a dog spotted 
Bandy. The man wanted to make an ornamental 
basket out of his shell, so he sent the dog after 
the armadillo. 8. Bandy ran as fast as his short legs 
would carry him and eluded the dog till he gained 
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the shelter of a dense mesquite thicket. 9. Here he 
dug as rapidly as he could, and in two minutes was 
so firmly embedded in the earth that it would have 
taken a pick to get him out. The hunters left to 
seek easier prey and Bandy was safe again. The End. 








